By  Rev.  S.  R.  Collins,  B.A. 

United  Church  Missionary,  Camundongo, 
Angola,  West  Africa. 

IT  IS  DIFFICULT  for  those  who  hâve  not 
had  first-hand  expérience  to  appreciate  the 
différence  between  a primitive  heathen 
community  and  one  that  has  felt  the 
uplifting  influence  of  the  Christian  message. 

There  is  a widely  prévalent  idea  that  the 
African  is  not  so  badly  off,  after  ail,  in  his  native 
State  and  that  there  is  a very  happy  simplicity 
about  his  unhasty  sylvan  existence. 


Heathen  African  Kut.  No  windojjs  or  ckimney 
or  flowers. 


as  we  came  up  from  a little  valley,  our  attention 
was  caught  by  the  Sound  of  singing  filtering 
through  the  trees.  What  a contrast  from  the 
heavy  rhythm  of  the  drumming  and  the  almost 
animal  cries  we  had  left  behind  outside  Kahenda’s 
village!  What  we  now  heard  was  the  sweet 
shrill  treble  of  children’s  voices,  and  we  forgot  our 
weariness  as  we  stopped  to  listen  happily  to  this 
promise  of  the  welcome  awaiting  us  at  our 
destination,  for  there  is  an  affectionate  heartiness 
about  a Christian  Umbundu  welcome  that  would 
be  hard  to  equal. 

The  people  knew  of  our  coming  and  as  was 
customary,  the  children  of  the  village  had  corne 
some  distance  along  the  path  to  meet  us  and 
escort  us  to  our  lodging-place.  To  cheer  them- 
selves  in  the  gathering  dusk,  they  were  singing 
some  of  their  favourite  h}^mns. 

Soon  they  hear  our  footsteps  and  rush 
forward  with  cries  of  welcome.  Then,  soon,  with 
better  than  a royal  escort  careering  in  front, 
around  and  behind  us,  we  are  entering  the 
village  and  are  being  greeted  with  affectionate 
shouts  of  “The  guests  hâve  corne.  The  guests 
hâve  corne.  How  lovely.  How  good!”  and 
within  a few  minutes  we  are  seated  beside  a 
blazing  fire  that  thaws  out  our  tiredness  and 
cheers  our  hearts. 

Greetings  are  exchanged  and  excited  questions 
are  asked  about  the  brethren  in  Camundongo 
and  especially  about  the  boys  and  girls  of  the 
village  who  are  there  attending  the  boarding 
schools.  There  is  a warmth  of  eager  affection 
in  the  air.  The  sordidness  of  heathenism  is 
left  behind  and  we  are  in  a new  world.  It  is  a 
World  of  Christian  fellowship  that  knows  no 
barriers  of  race  or  outward  circumstance.  In 
the  beautiful  Umbundu  phrase,  “our  hearts 
sit  down.” 

After  a bit  of  supper,  we  gather  together  for 
evening  worship,  at  the  conclusion  of  which  the 
affairs  of  the  village,  temporal  and  spiritual,  are 
discussed. 

It  is  a busy  but  happy  evening.  Names  are 
presented  of  those  who  to-morrow  will  stand  up 
to  make  public  profession  of  faith  in  Christ  and 
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be  formally  received  into  the  catechumen  class, 
of  parents  who  will  présent  their  little  ones  for 
baptism  and  take  upon  themselves  the  vows  of 
Christian  parenthood,  and  of  those  whom  the 
village  elders,  in  consultation  with  the  régional 
pastor,  count  worthy  to  be  received  into  full 
communion.  Plans  are  made  for  the  services  of 
the  morrow  and  we  go  to  our  huts  with  soûls  and 
bodies  warmed  and  fed. 

Then  in  the  morning,  with  the  tall  trees 
whispering  round  us,  we  gather  around  the  table 
of  fellowship  in  remembrance  of  Him  who 
‘‘came  and  dwelt  among  us,  full  of  grâce  and 
truth”  that  He  might  bring  life  abundant  to 
ail  mankind. 

Our  thoughts  go  back  to  the  shadow  of  death 
hanging  over  Kahenda’s  unfinished  stockade,  and 
in  prayer  we  reconsecrate  ourselves  to  the 
“Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep”  “who  gave  His 
life  a ransom  for  many”  and  pray  for  a renewed 
readiness  to  spend  and  be  spent  for  those  outside 
the  fold  of  grâce,  praying,  too,  that  the  number 
may  be  increased  of  those  who  by  love  and  prayer 
and  gift  will  help  Africa  to  say  with  radiant  faith, 

“ For  ihouglfi  my  lamp  was  lighted  late 
TherFs  One  will  let  me  in,'' 


The  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  of 
The  United  Church  of  Canada  has 
16  missionaries  in  Angola  serving  in 
co-operation  with  389  African  evan- 
gelists,  teachers,  nurses  and  other 
workers  in  3 central  stations,  and  425 
outstations.  There  are  6 organized 
congrégations  and  5,055  communicants. 
Nearly  1,000  Sunday  School  scholars 
receive  Religions  Education.  In  3 
hospitals  nearly  50,000  treatments  are 
given  annually. 


The  Work  of  the  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  of 
The  United  Church  of  Canada 
is  supported  by  your  gifts  to 
The  Missionary  and  Maintenance  Fund 
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